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T ARM OF EMPIRE. | 

First Schoolboy, ‘I say, MAVE YOU READ ALL THIS JAW ABOUT ALTERING THE CAPITAL OF INpDIA?” 
7? 

‘ | 








CHARIVARIA. 

THE widow of Mr. E. H. Harriman, 
the late Railway King, has, we are 
told, been greatly worried by begging- 
letter writers. The total amount asked 
for is £28,000,000. This is twice as 
much as Mr. Harriman’s estate has 
realised, and it looks as if the letter 
writers will have to be satisfied with 
a dividend of 50 per cent. 


Although we have never regarded 
Mr. Liuoyp GreorGE as an archangel, we 
consider that some critics are unfair to 
him. While it is true that he has 


spent £350,000 to collect £15,000, it | 


should be rememberel that at the same 
time he has done something to remedy 
unemployment by finding a number of 
posts for land-valuers, tax-collectors 
and the like. 


We give the rumour for what it is 
worth, but it is stated that the 
Gaekwar of Baropa was only per- 
suaded to send an apology for his 
bearing at the Durbar by a threat that, 
unless he did so, his title would-be 
officially changed to the Gazeka of 
Banopa. 








“ Nine-ténths of the beauty of most!scum of humanity and the greatest 
buildings,’ says Mr. A. C. Benson, ; scoundrel in Austria.” That comes ol | 
|‘ depends upon their abandonment to the | forgetting oneself. 
‘influences of usage and weather, even ° 
| toa noble and not disrespectful neglect.” 
_The persons responsible for the upkeep 
of the facade of Buckingham Palace 
‘are delighted at this tribute, tardy 
| though it be, to their prescience. 
* *% 


* 


The age of specialism! A_pick- 
pocket who was arrested in Paris lasi 
week mentioned that he only exercised 
his profession on the _ irresistible 
pockets of persons watching an aero- 
plane. —_ 





Realism still seems to be the leading 
|mote of the American drama, A negro | 
‘minister found guilty of murder has 

heen hanged on the stage of an Opera | 
House in Georgia. 


“The scheme of Lord Roperts,”’ 
says Lord Haupaneg, “ falls between two 
stools.” These must be two of the 
| office stools in the War Department. 


Meanwhile patriotic murderers in| According to a poultry expert the 
this country, who insist on British | way to make hens lay freely in winter 
,material being used for their execu-|is to give them plenty of exercise—and 
|tion, are getting nervous, for the last 'the absurd sight of a suburban poultry 
‘remaining firm of rope .and-twine| owner leading his hen to the City by a 
| makers in Poole has been compelled |leash is likely to become a feature of 
by foreign competition to close its | our streets. 


oo 
works. 


° Mr. AtFreD GwyNNE VANDERBILT, 
The notorious. Count Apatspert the richest young man in the world, 
STERNBERG, who fought against us in| was, it is announced, “married quietly” 
the South African war, has been sen-|to Mrs. McK last week. You would | 
tenced to a fine of £200, or forty-eight | have thought that such an exceedingly | 
hours’ imprisonment, for referring to| wealthy man would have had at least | 
one of the Austrian Deputies as ‘the one brass band on such an occasion. 
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A RESOLUTE CHRISTMAS. | 


We made up our minds some time ago we were ote 
to enjoy Chiistmas, every little bit of it, and when you make | 
up your minds like that, of course you go and do it all right. 

It was Peggy, aged eight, who began it. She said ‘she 
knew who Santa Claus was; she had seen dad’s nose quite 
plainly—it wasn’t a bit of use making it so red—and she 
knew his voice; nobody could take her in any more—in | 
fact it was years ago since she had believed in Santa Claus ; 
but she was going ‘to believe like mad this year because it 
was such fun believing. The plum-pudding tasted better | 

| if you believed, and—— 
« But it's a real plum-pudding,” said Helen, who is apt 
to be sarcastic from the height of her twelve years. “It 
isn’t an old pretender, like Santa Claus. Anybody can | 
believe in plum- -pudding.” 

“Well,” said Peggy, “T shall believe in plum-pudding, 
too, and turkey and stuffing and sausages. I'm going to 
believe in everything.” 

Rosie, who is ten, thought this was silly. “I shall 
believe in some things,” she said. “I shall believe in 
presents and being allowed to come to supper and putting 
ribbons round the necks of the dogs and standing under 
the mistletoe; but poor old Santa Claus, you know, you 
can't believe in him. Dad just goes and puts on his old 
dressing-gown and a red cap, and chalks his big boots, and 
then he comes dancing in and laughs ‘ Ha-Ha ’—but it, 
was good fun years ago. 

‘1 don’t care,” said Peg ; * I think we ought to help him. | 
He ‘d be very sorry if he thought we knew him.” 

“You didn’t know him last year. You shivered with 
fright when he came near you,” said Rosie. 

“T pretended to shiver—did it on purpose to please Dad, 

Hand 1’ m going to shiver all over this year—you see if I 
don't.” 

At this moment John came in, and the sisters said 
“Hush.” John believes implicitly in Santa Claus, and his 

belief must not be disturbed, for he is only four and a half. 
‘John dear,” said Helen coaxingly,”’ do you think you're 
going to see Santa Claus?” 
“ T seed him last year,” 
and got a long beard. 
‘This morning ? 


| 
| 


said John. “ He's tall’s a ephelant 
[ seed him this morning.” 
came in a horrified chorus from his 
sisters. “ You didn’t. He'll only come next week.” 

‘Well, I seed him,” said John. “ He’s asleep in one 

| of Dad's drawers where the stockings ave. I think he’s 
nearly dead, cos he's got no eyes.” 

“He’s opened the drawer and seen the mask,” said 
Helen in a stage-whisper. ‘ Never mind, John, he'll be 
here to-morrow all right, and he'll have eyes then.” 

i No, he won't,” said John; 
them.” 

The result of 


all this was that the three ladies, having 
scolded John for his cruelty, 


agreed to believe firmly (for 

John’s sake, of course) in Santa Claus. Then the mysteries 
| hegan to spread darkly over the whole house. Helen was 
e -mbroidering a handkerchief case— HANDKE RCHIEF in violet 
silk, an elaborate 
and careful anal of work which was hustled away when- 
ever I came within a mile of her. Rosie was at work on a 
pocket-book, also an object of terrific secrecy. Peggy was 
| laboriously hemming a doll’s shirt. John alone was guilt- 

less of any preparation for presenting anything to anyone. 
| He was an acceptor, not a giver. On Christmas Eve they all 





went quivering to bed, the one believer and the three who} 
The four stockings were duly in! 


had force] their faith. 
place; and on Christmas morning there were yells of 
| delight ia the passage. Santa Claus ‘arrived after breakfast, | 
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“T put a button-hook in| 
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and never had a more whole- hearted success. John said, 
“He's got his eyes back; and the old gentleman gave a 
howl of laughter. 

“Don’t make him angry,’ ’ said Peggy firmly. 

« Saints don’t get angry,” said Rosie. 

“This Saint sometimes does,” said Mother. 

But Helen said, “ No, never.” She was believing hard. 

We enjoyed the whole day—every bit of it. 





THE PASSING OF NEW YEAR’S EVE. 
To Thomas, gone ski-ing. 
How oft, O friend of early troth, 
Ere yet the Hours had taken toll 
Of that superbly tufted growth 
That crowns the adolescent poll, 
Far back in days still full of fine illusions, 
Still flushed with boyhood’s lingering glow, 
Together we compared our hearts’ contusions, 
Watching the Old Year go. 





Time thien could never move too fast, 
Too soon renew its annual pledge ; 
No memory of a barren past 
Had dulled ambition’s eager edge : 
Still freshly painted in a er ude vermilion 
The future, with its fame to win, 
Smiled on us as we heard the clashed carillon 
Pealing the New Year in. 


For three full decades, off and on, 
We kept the ancient custom up, 

And talked of times to be, or gone, 
Over the temperate w: assail- cup ; 

Hand locked in hand, serenely raised the quest ion, 
“ Should auld acquaintance be forgot ?” 

And poured contempt upon the vile suggestion, 
Saying that it should not. 





And, since to songs of good Auld Syne 
Some local weight the scene supplies, 

Now by your hearth we met, now mine, 
But ever under home-grown skies ; | 

Here by the climate’s help that so enhances 
The loyal patriot's private cheer, 

Next to ourselves we thought of England's c! 
In the ensuing year. 


But all is changed! And this our owr 
Tight little island, where we two 
So long had greeted, now has grown 
Too little and too tight for you; 
Spurning your country’s s claims at such a season, | 
Yearly you go to risk your scalp, 
With what, I think, amounts almost to treason, 
Upon an alien Alp. 


There New Year's Eve shall see you trip 
To strains of some exotic band ; 

As midnight strikes, you'll take and grip 
Two perfect strangers by the hand; 


And hint that naught (for Auld Syne’s sake) shall | 
sever 
The bond that twines you with the twain 
Whom you have never met before, and never 
Desire to meet again ! O. S. 





Retaliation. 
* The Stipendiary eventually committed him to prison for seven days, 
and was then removed by a police officer.”—Biriningham Daily Lost. 





It seems only fair. 
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THESE THREE IS MY BEST FRIEND, THAT I MAY HURL THE 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARISETTE. 
WHICH OF 


{Lord Hatpane, Sir Epwarp Grey and Mr. Lioyp GrorcE compete for the Championship of the Women’s Cause. ] 


“ NOW, 


LET ME SEE, 


SuFFRAGIST. 


Miu: TANT 
APPLE AT HIM?” 




















self,” 
| 


| the work in question. 
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THE ALMANAC SCOURGE. 

BoxinG-pDAy was dragging out its 
weary length. 

“Will it ever stop being 
asked Ursula. 

“ My dear girl,” I observed, with the 
note of pleasant severity that I some- | 
times adopt towards my wife, “ you | 
should not begrudge the overworked 
shop-assistant his or her trifling vaca- 
tion. For my own part I find the 
enforeed leisure of this festive season | 
not only restful but stimulating.” 

“You would,” said Ursula. “ Be- 
sides, tobacconists are always open. 
You've been out to one already this 
morning.” | 

“Whilst you have been—— By the 
way, What on earth have you been | 
doing?” I glanced towards Ursula’s 
writing-table, now hidden beneath a 
drift of small parcels and envelopes. 

“ Yes,” said Ursula, the bitterness I 
had already noticed in her adorable 
voice hecoming more pronounced, “ you | 
may wellask. I’ve been trying to sort 
the calendars, and sce who sent them. 
That’s work enough. Do you know 
that between us we’ve been saddled 
with fifty-three. And that's only 
counting big ones that tear off.” 

«“ Ah,” I said, “ that ’s three and a half 
for every room in the house, and four 
over. We might put those in the 
garden.” 

“It’s perfectly idiotic. Why can't 
Lioyp GrorGce or somebody invent a 
tax on superfiuous almanacs? There 
would be some sense in that!” 

“ Yes,”” I said, “ig is indeed the 
dickens.” 

“ About half of them are,” corrected 
Ursula. ‘ That big pile in the corner. 
If anything could make me tired of his 
hooks, having little disjointed texts 
thrown at me every day would be it. 
Then there ’s SHAKSPEARE, of course— 
he’s one of the worst. 
from Muacheth alone this year.” 


Sunday?” 





| 


* Those ‘Il be all right for the spare | 


bedrooms. Faney the etfect of ‘And 
when goes hence?’ on a disagreeable 
guest.” 

“T know who you're thinking of. 
But we'd have to give her ‘ Daily 
Helpings,’ because she sent that her- 
Ursula pointed resentfully at 
Viewing it, I 
took a sudden resolution. 


“ Ursula,” I said, “can you swear 


to me that you do honestly object to 
ordering your life according to the 
suggestions of these haphazard antho- 
logists? Seriously swear, I mean, 
so that you can’t blame me _ after- 
wards ?” 

“Of course, darling. But why?” 
“You'll see. Are there any of these 


lened, hali fascinated. 


} 


There are six! 


contrivances that restrict themselves to 
telling the day of the week, with 
possibly some item of cheerful or 


| interesting information, such as ‘ Royal 


Exchange Burnt,’ or ‘Quinine First 
Ammoniated’?” 

Ursula indicated a heap of about a 
dozen. ‘Then,’ I said, “ here goes 
for the rest!” and I gathered them into 
my arms. ‘The study fireplace is 
fortunately large, and the fire was 
burning well at the time. Ursula 
watched the destruction, half fright- 
“Oh, but,” she 
said when it was already too late for 


ithe protest to have any effect, “you 
| shouldn’t do that. 


They ’re presents !”’ 
“ They were,” I said; “they ’re pasts 
now!” 








THE REALISTS. 

One of the chief incidents in the opening 
days of 1912 will be the staging of Sophocles’ 
drama of dipus Rev... The tloor of 
Covent Garden is to be specially built up in 
order to convey to the spectator the feeling 
that he is really participating in the scene 
beforehim, The yreat feature of the play is the 
enormous crowd who will surge upon the stage 
through the opening which is now the well- 
known central entrance to the stalls.’—Zhe 
Sphere 

Wonperrvr effects are promised by 
Sir Hersert Berrsonm TREE in his 
revival of The Tempest. The whole 
interior of His Majesty’s is to be lined 
with tarpaulin and decorated with 
barnacles and jetsam. 


his public, will rescind the rigueur of 
evening dress, and allow mackintoshes, 
cork swimming belts and other protec- 


, tions against the wrath of the elements. 


He has also engaged the famous Deal 
lifeboat to stand by for rescues. In 
the seene of the wreck a veritable 
cyclone will rage, not only on the 
stage, bub in the auditorium. Real 
forked lightning leaps across the house 
from hidden batteries of tremendous 
voltage: tons of water descend from 
} above ; a tornado of winds howls from 
Titanic steam-driven bellows at the 
back of the stalls. The audience will 
be battered by hailstones (pure 
Messrs. GArti), and buffeted by driving 
salt spray (Messrs. Trpman). The 
veriest Philistine will realise that, 
terrible as Nature is in her fury, Sir 
Hernert Beersonm Tree is yet more 
cataclysmic. 


Sir GrorGe ALEXANDER is also 
enthusiastic for a closer rapprochement 
between stage and audience. In the 


Second Act of his proposed adaptation | 
of Sartor’s grim drama, The Wrong Suit, 
is an amazingly powerful drawing- | 


room tea-party, which will be allowed 
_to spread all over the stalls. To add to 
ithe poignant realism of this beautiful 


Sir HERBERT, | 
always considerate for the comfort of 


ice, | 


picture, real seandal concerning well- 
known people, exclusively obtained and 
changed each week, will be discussed 
by the characters. During this scene 
a limited number of ladies of the 
audience will be permitted to take tea 
with the company. Teas 9d., with 
cucumber sandwiches ls.; with sotto- 
voce remark about the weather from 
Sir G. A. 1 guinea. 


Mr. Lewis Watier has revived 
King Henry V. with incredible realism. 
Robust though his interpretatious have 
always been of the heroic king, he has 
long chafed at his inability, owing to the 
pusillanimity of supers, to suit action 
to his words. If even Mr. WALLER’s 
audiences feel a fever to fly at each 
other’s throats when Henry shouts like 
aclarion, what restraint must the actor 
himself be putting upon his martial 
ecstasy? ut restraint in the present 
revival is unnecessary—the fighting is 
real. In Act. IIT. the walls of Harfleur 
frown over the footlights and dominate 
the house. The English attackers are 
a picked force of League footballers, 
Army reservists, peaceful pickets, and 
Bashi-Bazouks, with a stiffening of 
militant suffragists. The defenders, 
equally resolute and reckless of life, 
jhave a leaven of Potsdam Grenadiers 
| to excite the English to rage. 
| Mr. Lewis Water has ransacked 
;the armouries of Europe for contem- 
iporary weapons. Harfleur, last night, 
was a volcano of medixyval missiles, 
and flights of arrows and javelins 
idarkened the auditorium. The final 
;assault—from the rear of the pit— 
was led by Mr. WALLER in a trans- 
port of elocution. The audience, mad- 
dened by their losses from front and 
rear, joined in the fray. Those who 
hesitated were trampled by pike-imen ; 
jeravens who sought the bar or exits 
| were driven to the front by Mr. Oscar 
| Ascue as Fluellen. The scene culmin- 
fated in a triumph of actuality. Boil- 
‘in lead was hurled from embrasures, 
imasonry toppled on the besiegers, the 
ivery theatre rocked with the fall 
iof Harfleur, and the groans of the 
; wounded and expostulations of the 
} orchestra made a terrible finale. 
Owing to slight wounds Mr. Watnir 
| was unable to conclude the play. Next 
| week he hopes to be in the field again, 
and requests that such of his audience 
las survive Harfleur will resume their 
iseats and await yet more startling 
‘realism at Agincourt. 











What our Suburbs Talk About. 
| I. Bromney. 

| From a tradesman’s circular :— 
| ‘+ Our pigs ave the talk of Bromley.” 
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A DEVICE TO PREVENT Tf 


THE INFORMATION BUREAU. 


Hu was one of those men who know 
everything; I am one of those women 
who know nothing. It appears to be 
easy for a man to know everything, but 
it is next to impossible for a woman to 
go on knowing nothing. Sooner or 
later she will find herself sitting next 
to one of the encyclopedic, and she 
will never meet a 
everything but he will insist on telling 
her. Nature, however, has afforded me 
protection, by giving me a couple of 
ears, so that what cannot be prevented 
from coming in at one ear may make 
an emergency exit of the other. 

In this instance it was at breakfast, 
and there was a honeycomb on the 
table. There is no subject more fatal 
to the Know-alls than bees. 

“ Honey varies peculiarly in colour,” 
said this one, by way of preface. “Some 
is quite white, other almost black. I 
wonder why.” 

He only wondered, because I would 
not do it for him. I saw his fell pur- 
pose, and determined to check it, if 
possible. 

“Some bees are tidy and clean,” I 
said dogmatically, ‘and other bees are 
not.” 

Nevertheless he came out with all the 
i true facts. 

“HTas it ever occurred to you to 
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IS SPORLING 


man who knows | 


‘anybody here seen Delhi?” 








THE FRESH-AIR FIEND. 


A BRIDGE-PARTY BY INSISTING ON HAVING ALL THE WINDOWS OVEN, 


wonder,” he said later, ‘‘ how the little en ram 
fellows build the com) ?” | BLIGHTED BAYS. 

«“ T never wonder,” said I, and there- | Drcx, when you deigned to come and 
upon he came out with some more of | spend 
the facts. | The half-term holiday with me, 

“ But,” I interrupted, as soon as Ij You said a thing that helped to mend 
got a chance, “1 am prepared to| My world-worn self-complacency : 
wonder just once, to please you.| I overheard you tell your pals 
Isn't it very sticky inside the cells?” | (Thinking my study-door was shut), 

“Tt is,” he informed me. “ He’s awfully decent—Uncle Hal’s 
| “Well, this is what I wonder. How A nut!” 
\do the little fellows, as you call them, But now I hear, these holidays, 
having once got inside to deposit the Upon your fickle lips a new 
| honey, manage to get out again?” ‘And loftier term, I fear, of praise ; 

He took a deep breath, arranged; You say some fellow’s treated you 
|with precision his knives, forks and |(Usurping a good uncle’s place) © 
plates, and slightly raising his voice, To Peter Pan, with grub ad lib., 

“I should say . . .” he began. | And eall him, to my jealous face, 
“Oh,” I said wearily, “I thought | F “A nib!” 
you knew. IL gathered from your 
conversation that you hal once upon a} « Tyo «uns bagged in one day one hundred 
time been a bee yourself, Pass theland twenty-eight couple ; one of them knew 
marmalade, please.” | the ground thoroughly and the other shot seven- 

He pissed it as one who acted against j !ths of the total."—The Asian. 
his better judgment. “Clearly,” hesaid,}The man who knew the ground 
with the contempt of superior know- | thoroughly ought to ask the other to 
ledge, ‘‘ you don’t know how marmalade | explain the 50-odd couple which were 
is made, or you would not eat it. Ij} never counted in the bag. 
once happened to watch. “ “The B OR ee ee . 

” = e Rev. Dyfnallt Owen... dealt, at 
a a a gp #4 —— | length on the virtue of Kindness, Theft, Joy, 
, D wank GE jand the various other qualities necessary to 
wasps now.” build up character.” 
| Carmarthen Weekly Keporter. 
Porunar Pantomime Sonc.—“Tlas!This bears out the popular legend 
‘about Taffy. 
































JOKES KEPT FOR A SEASON OF WOE. 


I HaprEeNeD to mention to Dick Hubberstall that I had 
nowhere to go to at Christmas, whereupon he instantly 


| invited me to spend it with him and his people at 


Stonecrop Hall. From his eagerness to nail me, coupled 
with his warning not to expect a very lively party, it was 
plain that he was counting on me to make them cheerier— 
and I accepted with some misgivings. Because [ neither 
dance nor sing, and do not know any games or ghost 
stories. Indeed I had all but decided on wiring an excuse 
at the last moment, when, as luck would have it, | came 
across an illustrated catalogue of ‘ up-to-date Christmas 
jokes and surprises,” from which I gathered that, by 
expending a very few shillings, I might become the life 
and soul of almost any circle. So, provided with a 
selection of the latest devices, I went down to Stonecrop 
on Christmas Eve. That first night, however, I hid my 


| light. under a bushel. — 


| on the dull side, since 
| surprise I had in store 


| effective. When I went 


| to bed, but I was down 
| long before anyone else | 


| It was necessary for| 


| assembled 
| breakfast table, and I 
| realised more strongly 


| to irrepressible hilarity 










I was content to be! ;|\# yr ee 5 
. ? fyi yet 
thought even a little Wy YH 


it would render the 


for them all the more 





up to my room I liad so 
many parcels to do up 
and address, that it was | 


rather late before I got) 


on Christmas morning. | 
my purposes to have 
an interview with the | 
family butler. In time| 
the entire party were! 
round the 








than before that to 
rouse such a gathering 
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instead of the cigar. An aged female relative—a great-aunt 
or something—found that her parcel contained a neat 
travelling inkstand which shot out a beautifully articulated 
little skeleton. For Dick's elder sister I had chosen what 
the catalogue described as “ an elegant velvet-covered case, 
which to all appearances looks like a jewel-case, but, when 
opened, goes off with a bang, to the great surprise and 
amusement.of the recipient.” It did that—but she expressed 
noamusement. Indeed, she made a rather unnecessary fuss, 
considering the Season, because it happened to have burnt 
a hole in her blouse. 

So, for that matter, did Dick’s elderly Uncle, a retired 
colonel, who got a match-box about which the catalogue 
stated that, ‘“ when, all unsuspectingly, he presses the knob, 
he gets his match in the way of a loud report.” This came 
off all right—but where the catalogue went wrong was in 
predicting that it would be “ the source of much laughter.” 
Of course, if people wi// use inflammable hair-dye, it’s their 

—————— own look-out, and, after 

| - 

jall, he was jolly lucky 
in only losing half of his 
moustache ! 

| Igive you my word 
that not a single one 
of these gifts raised so 
much as a smile, let 
alone “roars of 
laughter.” Dick’s 
\“‘kiddy” brother cer- 
tainly seemed to appre- 
ciate his present —a 
little musical instru- 
mentcalled a “ Rooter,” 
“the delight of the 
iboy” (to quote the 
icatalogue once more) 
| who can scare others 
|with a terrible noise 
he can make with it.” 
‘But the poor little 
fellow wasn’t allowed 
ito keep it long! I got 
so disheartened that, 








would be iw triumph LEONAKDO'S *MONNA Lisa ; 
indeed ! . 


The hall-door bell clanged, and presently the butler ' 
entered with a tray loaded with neatly-tied-up packets. 





| I had instructed him to say that an old gentleman in a fur 
| coat and white beard had just left them with his love and 


apologies for not coming in, as his reindeer were a trifle 
fresh that morning. 

Whether the fool of a butler funked giving this message 
or forgot it, I don’t know, but either way he forfeited the 
half-quid I’d promised him. I kept as straight a face as 1 | 
could while the parcels were handed round, the first 


| being opened by Dick’s youngest sister, aged five, whose 


eyes sparkled with delight on discovering a large iced | 
cake, on the top of which “A Happy Yule” was traced in 
what appeared to be pink sugar. Her mother’s decision 
that it should be reserved for nursery tea being coldly 
received, I artfully suggested that J should like a slice then 
and there. 

According to the catalogue, the Collapsible Christmas 
Cake is “an immense joke ’’—but somehow it fell decidedly 
flat that morning. I fear little Joan is naturally a greedy 
child. Dick received a knife, the point of which was that the 
blade wasn’t made to open ; his father, the Squire, a most 
amusing patent cigar-piercer; which pricked your thumb 


‘nseruputous Picture Dealer (in New York). ‘‘S-u-1, THis 18 THE LEFT EYE 0: 
You CAN HAVE If FOR FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS.” 


-\}when his elder brother 

—a precocious young 
—— —— prig in his first half at 
Eton—remarked (after turning the handle of the “pocket 
Mutoscope”’ allotted to him, and discharging a large and 
lifelike serpent), “I say, what silly rotter has been giving 
us all these putrid things?” I would gladly have remained 
unknown—if they hadn’t all guessed. Where I made my 





‘mistake was in omitting to include a gift to myself—but 


one can’t think of everything. I could only murmur that it 
was Christmas-time. 

I still had something up my sleeve—a surprise which, if 
anything could set a Table like that in a roar, could be 
safely trusted to do so. My hostess, intending to order 
fresh toast, touched the electric table-bell by her plate, 
entirely unaware that it was so ingeniously constructed as 
to drench any person who pressed it with either water or 
perfume. 1 had substituted this for the original before 
breakfast and, wishing to do the thing handsomely, had 
charged it with scent. As I now know, even the cheapest 
perfume contains a high percentage of alcohol, which, if 
absorbed into the eye, may produce irritation. It certainly 
did on this occasion. I never got my hot toast! 

After breakfast there seemed to be so general an im- 
pression that I should prefer to have the morning to myself, 
that, although I should have rather liked accompanying the 


























-others to church, I felt it would be bad manners to persist. 
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Luir Guest. ‘But, IF YOU IGNORE ALL SOCIAL RANK AND PRECEDENCE, HOW DO You 


GUESTS FOR DINNER?” 
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MANAGE, FOR INSTANCE, IN ARRANGING 






Prominent Leader of Socialist Community. ‘* LUT THE MUNGRIEST GO IN FIRST.” 











At least by remaining indoors I gained freer access to the 
dining-room, and, even assuming that the assortment of 
realistically modelled rubber insects (six varieties) which I 
managed to introduce in the horse-radish sauce and lemon 
barley-water failed to excite the “long loud laughter” 
guaranteed by the catalogue, I had every reason to hope that 
the Magic Foot-pad I secreted in the Great-Aunt’s chair, a 
little cushion “ which, if pressed, will emit a nerve-racking 
blood-curdling yell,” would strike the true Christmassy note. | 
I will not refer to what took place at lunch, except) 
by stating that I was distinctly over-sanguine. But 
even then I would not acknowledge defeat. For the 
Christmas dinner I had furnished myself with “three 
funny coloured comical false noses, black, white, and | 
flesh - tinted,” which, assumed in rotation between the| 
courses, I trusted would, if not actually promote gaiety, at | 
least provide subjects for conversation. Whether this | 
hope, too, would have been frustrated, I shall never know, 
because, from Dick’s casual mention of a very convenient up- 
train at 6.37, I found I wasn’t expected to stay to dinner. 
I left coals of fire behind me in the form of a splendidly 
imitated Yule log, fitted with best selected squibs and 
crackers, which I deposited in the drawing-room wood- 
basket. But I never had so much as a line to thank me for 
it! I’m afraid the Hubberstalls, though worthy and 
excellent people in their way, lack what J always maintain 
is the one thing that makes exis‘ence endurable—a sense of 
humour. F. A. 








GLADYS'S AUTOGRAPH ALBUM. 


Ercuixcs and pastels, maxims from the sages, 
Lyrics that warm the cockles of my heart, 
Are shrined within the album’s tinted pages, 
All gems of potted art. 


“Flo” paints an artificial arum lily 
(‘Gather ye rosebuds” are the words beneath), 
And, overleaf, I find— With love from Willie ”"— 
Sprigs of anemic heath. 


“ Maud’s ” “ Venus Rising from the Ocean’s Vapour” 
Ts classic in severity of line, 
But carping critics hint that carbon paper 
Assisted the design. 
I know that “ Hilda’s” sketch, “A Street in Tunis,” 
Was started at The Myrtles, Clapham Grove, 
And signed within the confines of the munic- 
ipality of Hove. 

“Sid Smith's” long poem, “To a Haunted Mansion,” 
And “ Amy’s”’ effort, “On a Bunch of Thyme,” 
Show signs of their supreme contempt for scansion, 

But very often rhyme. 
Here, too, a sonnet opens (may I quote it ?)— 
“When Time shall tinge these raven locks with 
snow”; 
And Time has tinged ‘em, Gladys, since I wrote it 
£ome twenty years ago. 














STRAIN OF AL-FRESCO 
ACTING. 
TaLtk witn Mr. Arraur Bouncer. 
(By our Unserupulous Reporter.) 
Pursuinc Mr. A. Bouncer to the 


| interior of the charming little theatrette 





| about. 





| 


where he was passionately rehearsing 
the astounding sketch which he is 
about to produce to-day, I asked him 


where, in his opinion, exuberance told | 


most—on the variety stage cr in the 
al-fresco dvama. 

Without removing the bird-call from 
his mouth the gifted actor at once 
replied in a high falsetto on the fourth 
ledger line, “* Here, of course. The 
variety stage has too long suffered from 
the banefully repressive influence of the 
legitimate drama—-the theory of reserve 
force. In the Punch and Judy show, 
per contra, & man must exuberate or he 
is lost. ‘The open-air audience is the 
supreme test of a man’s vitality and 
resiliency. An actor in the theatre can 
muddle through a play without being 
found out. But there is no room for 
mediocrity in the Punch and Judy 
shaw. 
his part out of a piece of agate with a 
glittering diamond. It must be cut as 
clear and sharp as the Pyramids cut 
themselves against ALEXANDER’S crim- 
gon Egyptian skies.” 

“T suppose you mean ALEXANDER 
THR GREAT?” 

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Bouncer with a 
stentorian shriek, “the great actor- 
manager. But even he, with all his 
gifts, is not exuberant enough for the 
réle of the ecosmie villain, Puneh. For 
it is not given to everyone to realize 
the elemental passion of Punchi’s world- 
squeal,” 

“TI suppose it is rather severe on the 
lungs ?” 

“Tremendous. 
gology, so I know what I am talking 
But it is worth the effort. 
Think of the human voice reinforced by 


the timbre of the cockatoo, the peacock, ! 


and the piccolo! ‘ Eternal passion, 
eternal pain,’ as MatrHew ARNOLD 
says. 

“Are the audiences more apprecia- 
tive than the ordinary theatre audi- 
ence ?”’ 

“Rather! You see they don’t pay 
in advance ; they pay if and when they 
feel inclined to. And their payment is 
monumental in its bulk, being mostly 
in bronze: wre perennius,as old Horace 
says. And that reminds me what a 
stand-by Horacr is to the actor! Give 
me Horace, a bird-call and Punch’s 
baton and [ will face all the buffets of 
outrageous fortune with equanimity.” 

* Do you think exuberance is identical 


| with personality ? * 
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Here he has, as it were, to cut | 


I have studied laryn- | 
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“Of course Ido. It is sheer lonely 
personality and individuality that tell 
most with the al-fresco audience. 
Lonely because the actor is concealed 
behind the curtain and cannot see the 
effect that he is making on his audience. 
He can hear it and sometimes he can 
feel it.” 

“] suppose you mean 
| tributes?” 

“Yes; but the curtain breaks the 
force of the impact somewhat. For, 
mind you, a Punch and Judy audience 
\is more homely than a stiff theatre 
jaudience. People bring their refresh- 


THE PETALS. 
A Memory of Summer. 
YOURSELF in bed 
(My lovely Drowsy-head) 
Your garments lie like petals shed 


‘ Upon the floor 
Whose carpet is strewn o’er 
With little things that late you wore. 


in floral 


For the morrow’s wear 
I fold them neat and fair 
And lay them on the nurs’ry chair ; 





And round them lie 


‘ments with them — bottled porter, Airs of the hours that die 
cucumbers, _ tomatoes and baked} With all their stored-up fragrancy. 
|potatoes. That is what makes this 





As a flower might 
Give out to the cool night 
The warmth it drank in day-long ligii, 


\form of entertainment a microcosm of 
life. But what is so tremendous in 
the Punch and Judy show is the fact 
‘that the individual performer's per- 
sonality is always confronted by the) Fyrom your soft skin withdrawn 
personality of the audience. You) (Whercon they were assumed at dawn) 
‘remember what Mr. Bourcnmr said | y 
iabout it in Lhe Chronicleto dear old| Breathe the spent mood, 
Rayuonp Brarawayt ?” | Lost act and attitude, 
; « No, I am afraid I don’t.” | Of the small sweetness they endued, 
| Well then, listen to it attentively, | Ere all t 
jfor it is one of the most poignant and | No. : 
‘compelling passages in modern prose. | , 
‘It isan awful thing—that giant per- | 
‘sonality of the audience. A man steps | Of little feet, 
| before the footlights with his own | That vainly would be fleet, 
poor weak personality, and there before | Tangled about with meadow-sweet, 
‘him is this giant, made up of men and | 
/women, young and old, rich and poor, And of bent knees 
cultivated and ignorant, and he has} When Betsey, kneeling, sees, : 
jto get hold of that personality and | In the parched hedge-row, strawberries. | 
| dominate and reconcile it with his own. | Such things I see 
j It is no chimera of the imagination, | Folding your clothes, which be 
| this that [am telling you. It is real, it! Woods of the dead day's comedy 
lis true, it is life itself.’ That goes to 
ithe rootitoo of the matter, doesn’t!The white I pray 
jit?” _ | Your part may be alway 
| “IJtdoes. I wonder how he gets it So simple and so good to play, 
' off his chest like that.” 

“ Personality again. 
clash of two giant 
| Bourcnizr’s and BLarnwayt’s — re- 
, sulting in an epoch-shaking explosion. 
| All the same, Punch and Judy is the 
| pveatest thing in drama. It contains 
jall the eternal verities, and you are 
trying it on the dog all the time.” 


So wool and lawn 





urn cold 
garment that I hold 
But shakes a vision from its fold 








Oe wether the! And do desire 
four life may still respire 
Such sweetness as your cast attire. 


personalities— 








**Some of the mottoes and inscriptions need 
elucidation at times for the benefit of every- 
body. The initials G. R. and M. R., for 
instance, might mean many things well as 
| George Rex and Mary Rex, and so on.”—Advwe- | 
cate of Ladia, | 














| © Excnism Tamors, under entirely new| M. R., for instance, might mean Mid- 
Management 


4 and with First Class London | jand Railway, and G. R. might mean 
butter. "—4det. in ** Het Vudterlaad. 


_ | Ceorge Regina. 
Manager (supplying the butter): “ You| 


see, Sir, a fine figure like yours pays| “Our readers may remember that 7% 
for good tailoring.” Spectator suggested that the Powers should 





| 

| ‘ 

say to King Leopold, &e., &e. 

| Unfortunately this suggestion, though so 
YD | plainly made, did not call forth any response 

hin Germany. ’—Apectator. 


The Daily News on My. Lr 


(GEORGE :— 





| 
“Tf you are lucky, he will give you a nigger; But don’t let’s be too hard on Ger- ! 
song that he has learned from little Megan.” | many. Perhaps it didn’t appreciat2 | 
| 1s “lucky ” quite the word ? jthe true position of The Spectrtor. 
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TASTING BLOOD. 


1 approacHeD the pessimist with 
the slightly self-conscious air of one 
who anticipates a greeting effusive, 
even overwhelming. 

The pessimist regarded me with a 
sombre eye. 

“Awfully glad, old chap,” I began, 
“that I was able to give you the 
straight tip about those ‘Rainbow 
Mines.’ ” 

«“ Why?” inquired the pessimist. 

I shook my head, intending to eon- 
vey the melancholy experienced by 
one whose infallible advice has been 
ignored. 

“So you didn’t buy any, then? 

“T bought five hundred,” returned 
the pessimist without enthusiasm. 

“By Jove! Then you’ve made a 
clear thousand! Splendid!” I tried 
to look as if I were not his benefactor. 

“Made a clear thousand ?” repeated 


‘ 


| the pessimist drearily ; ‘‘ what an ex- 


| 


traordinary idea! 
believe that 


Do you seriously 
anyone has ever made 


| money without sweating for it ?” 





| 


| is really yours—it never is. 


«“ T shan’t give you a good tip again,” 
I said, aggrieved. 

“ Thanks,” said the pessimist with 
some feeling. 

“Most people would be glad enough 
to get a thousand pounds for nothing,” 
I added. 

“Get it—yes; but who can? The 
great charm of unearned money is its 
elusiveness. It is like a beautiful 
woman; you can never know that it 
If you 
have stolen it the great bony hand 


| of the law reaches out blunderingly, 
clumsily, yet surely, till it wrests the 


| 


treasure from you. If you have made 


/ it on the Stock Exchange, the race- 


i course or the roulette table, no bank is 


} 
| 


| 
| 
} 
| 


strong enough to hold it, no army 
strong enough to guard it.” 
“Have a cigarette, old man?’ 
said soothingly. 
He ignored me. 


i 


" Back, back, hack 


| itmust go to the earth or the turf or 


| sionately. 


| 


| 


| intoned the pessimist. 
, ever say that he has made money by 


that conceived it,” 


“No man ean 


the green cloth 


' gambling: if is not his, it belongs to 


the great god of Chance who is jealous 
of his own.” 

* Look here,” I interrupted, “ if you 
put your thousand in‘o Consols it will 
be yours all right.” 

Never,” returned the pessimist pas- 
“Who can rob me of the 
knowledge that the money is still the 
child of el 
such parentage implies? How can I 
elude the fact that it is erying aloud 


ae Non. 


7 


Sceornd Old Lady. ‘On, MY DEAR! 
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THE PENALTY OF GREATNESS. 

First ld Lady (in whisper—the commissionaire having with much digicully procured @ tax 
‘Now NoW MUCH DO YOU THINK, MY DEAR?” 

NE’S F. 





‘), 


{R ABOVE A TIP.” 











“J know a man,’ I said, “ who made 
‘fifty pounds and handed it straight 
‘over to his wife.” 

“ Afterwards,” said the pessimist 
j with concentrated melancholy, “he 
;persuaded her to put it all into ‘a 
| good thing,’ and lo! it was gone!” 

“Well, that’s curious,” said I. “I 
had no idea that you knew the Robin- 
sons.” 7 

“T don’t,” returned the pessimist. 

“ You guessed ?”’ 





“You may call it guessing,” he re- 
aw with gloomy significance. 


“Well then, there ’s another man,” I | 


‘urged, ‘‘ who, to my certain knowledge, 
} made fifty thousand in rubber.” 


“Ts he dead?” asked the pessimist | winter to Mont—er—to the South of 
1ance, inheritor of all that! with a gleam of interest. 


‘Of course not.” 


“No one has ever made money by | nated our conversation, was so utterly 


to go back to its true environment?|gambling until he is dead,” replied 


’ 


What man can resist that ery?’ 





the pessimist drearily, “and then, by 


The pessimist shrugged his shoulders. | 


} 


| 


i 
| 


| 


| bound ? ” 


inconsequent that it need not be re- 
| corded. 


the law of God and man, he has lost 
it.” 

His voice sank to a murmur and his 
sombre contemplative eyes rested on 
me. ‘ What are you doing with your 
‘Rainbow ’ shares ?”’ he asked. 

“Oh, 1? I’ve taken my profit, and 
I’m just looking round for something 
safe to put it into.” I tried to keep 
out of my voice the sense of triumph 
and virtue that I experienced. 

The pessimist nodded, silent and 


thoughtful. “Let us walk on _ to- 
gether,” he said. ‘“ Where are you 


“T was going to look in at Coox’s 
office,” I said. “My wife and I 
thought of taking a little trip this 


France.” 
The pessimist’s reply, which termi- 
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MR. COX. 


THERE is a pious name, all unrecorded 
By the biographers of this proud isle, 

A soul whose poignant gifts were not rewarded 
By popular app!ause or noble style, 

Yet, ‘mongst the lords of Science and Invention, 
Oh, more.enduring than the basic rocks 

Should be the fame of him I’m proud to mention, 
The unassuming genius, Mr. Cox. 


Ie lived unknown, as far as one can gather ; 
We know him only by his labour’s fruits ; 
Who's Who did not expend a lot of blather 
Upon his wife, his clubs and his pursuits; 
This, to one smaller, might have been depressing, 
Not so to him; alone he chose to live, 
Triumphed alone, and won that tardy blessing 
Which it is now my privilege to give. 


We may not learn what patience he expended 
On the life-labours that enrich us now, 
How greatly he contrived, how much amended, 
What pensive weight oppressed that kingly brow. 
Deauty he added to internal sweetness ; 
Colour with form he tenderly conjoined ; 
_And, having wrought the whole to full completeness, 
Probably found the profits were purloined. 


For did he win to wealth? I gravely doubt it. 
I trow he had no patent for his wares. 

Those were around who made no bones about it 
But filched his secret, and the gain was theirs. 


| with Cholmondeley as his point. Morgan then took hounds to the 


They learned his lore; they packed in crates and boxes 
His golden spoil, to swell their ill-won gains ; 

One thing alone he had—the name of “ Cox’s ” 
Clung like a label, and to-day remains, 


And now, when all old bonds are being broken, 
Sweet Cox, in thee we find a common tie. 

Our systems quarrel ; angry words are spoken ; 
Mean politics have set the land awry ; 

Wealth is at war with envy, church with chapel ; 
But this one touch of kinship heals our ranks— 

That every true-born Briton loves an apple, 
And, for his “‘Cox’s Orange,” gives thee thanks. 

Dum-Dvum. 








** After killing a foxhound in Hampton Moss, hounds failed to 
account for a good traveller ousted from Maesfen, and lost at Bickley, 


Wyches, and in that trappy country a ripping fox was pushed out from 
the Cae Dae cover, which gave hounds plenty to do as he flapped around 
the surrounding covers before taking a line for Iscoed. Reaching 
there a desperately hard-fought fight ensued right away to within a 
mile of Fenn’s Bank Station, where hounds snaflled hin in the back- 
yard of a cottage after a spanking run of some sixty minutes.” 


In his spare time (when he is not killing foxhounds) 


ithe writer should try his hand at a translation of the | 
It would give more scope for the exercise of his | 
‘special gift. 


Iliad. 





| But the particular ball which bowled Woolley very likely pitched 
just outside his leg stump, and Woolley, thinking that the ball was 
going to break, pats his legs.” —Erening Neos. 

| If Woottey doesthis every time he thinks the ball is going 
| to break, it is a mannerism of which he would be very wellrid. 
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SUGGESTED WINTER SPORTS FOR POLITICIANS, 
Mr. Lioyp GEORGE GOEs our BoB-SLEIGHING (AS HE FACETIOUSLY PUTS IT.) 
| [Lord Roperr Ceci,, however, 30 far from being slain by the impact, makes a good recovery. ] 
COCK ROBIN I always felt there lurked within your} And finches, sparrows, all who 
< ROBIN. breast come— 
O Rostn of my early youth! ‘Some deathless grief, despite that Beware my saintly robin! 
J My Christmas-cardy hero, fancy vest. Those Chippendaly legs may not be 
The saintliest of birds, in sooth, bi 7 7 ; stout, 
Whose faults were fixed at zero; Bird of those bygone days and But, my word, Robert, they can barge 
And gentle mate, methought, of “Jenny books, about ! 
Wren,” — A . ' And of my nursery legends, a 
I deemed you loved by all good hirds| Now that my study-window looks So when you sit now, as of yore, 
pa ay ° , Close where the meadow-hedge Perched on my garden paling, 
. ‘ ends, Sad eyed, pathetic, and once more 
For was not yours the pious bill I watch your tactics, Robert, day by Like “ Dismal Jimmy,” wailing, 
That strove, with leaves, to day, R I understand that spadger long ago, 
‘ cherish ” a | And know the broken heart is not your | And why he upped at last and grabbed 
Those “Babes” the villains dared “lay.” : his bow. 
not kill, ; 
So left alone to perish ? I hear you heave the old vocal sigh, 
How then, I thought, could even a Then some chap wails an answer; | «The ascent beyond the Lelek then began 
rascal sparrow Next, it would seem, you send reply | until a razor-backed rock was reached after 
Brag he had biffed you Ww ith his bow | As wistful as you can, Sir; which one of the rune Saati See — 
and arrow" ? [rin “suddenly ‘you close in’ furious alg nasunerakin, | howe ane nl 
And then your song: how sad aly —. aiiiaalitel sat ae 
thing! ioe — * anging fim with al | Novice (to expert coming down on his | 
It set my bosom aching, | your might: head) : It’s no good—the back of my 
It seemed to have the hopeless ring | Or, do I cast the morning crumb, neck is worn out. I shall have to use 
That told a heart nigh breaking ; You ’re first to thrust your nob in, | my legs after all. 
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The Grey Lady. *‘Gons popprkins, Sin UGutrep, DID NoT your MoOATED GRANGE STAND TERE 
The Spectre Knight. ““BY MY HALIDOM, YES; BUT A MILLIONAIRE’S BOUGHT IT AND SHIPPED IT TO AMERICA.” 











The Grey Lady. “ Wuy¥ pipst NoT Go witu IT?” The Spectre Knight. ‘‘IN soon, I’M sucH A BAD SAILOR.” 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE The Island of Enchantment—so 


The thirteen charming tales are named 


(Bu Mr. Pune’ . Staff of Learned Clerks.) Which Mr. Formay, having framed, 
Tr it is excitement you are after, you will find what you | Dispatches (per Warp, Lock an Co.). 


want and more also in Mr. ArrHur Apptin’s latest, most! 


otintniiniain an > ah Vy Ww | Old robber knights and modern kings— 
appropriately entitled No Limit (F. V. Wuitr). Here} We find their doings oll displayed — 


are horsewhips, cigars, champagne, poisonous drugs, | © 

, : The fights they fought, the loves they made 
any amount of racehorses and love, and every modern pte athe Boe A ig J . 
convenience of melodrama. Paul Venables is the musical | . a o* 


comedy king, and holds all the money; Jtobert is the | Pure fiction all, but fiction such 

incomparable manservant and blackguard, who executes | As glows with life, so true it seems, 
| infallibly all the eavesdropping; Marie O'Malley is the} So deftly Mr. Forman schemes, 

spotless heroine who undergoes all the misunderstanding, So firm yet delicate his touch. 








; and Jim Smith is the disreputable husband, inopportunely 
| appearing and reluctantly dying, who does most of the From an interview in The Liverpool Daily Post with an 
| drinking. J/aie has only to appear on the boards of the | S.P.C.A. official :-— 
Ingénue Theatre to take all London by storm ; she has only | ‘* Besides torturing or terrorising an animal, docs it not now become 
to appear in this book to become at once the victim of all | an offence to infuriate it ? 
its perverse circumstances and complications, the object of; Yes; the Act forbids the infuriation of any animal. , 
all the naughty machinations of its people. It is true that| 1s not ‘animal’ a word of wide interpretation under the Act? = 
. : : | Indeed it is; ‘animal’ includes any domestic animal, of whatsoever 
these last refer to attempted murders, forgeries, abductions, | ind or species, not merely quadrupeds, but birds, fishes, or reptiles, 
turf swindles, and bogus funerals as “their little games,’’| which are either ‘domestic animals,’ or in captivity, or which are by 
but that is only their modesty. It is true also that in the | any means hindered from escaping.” 
earlier stages they “reply aflirmatively with a mono-' In most country houses now you will see a notice in the 
syllable” where the ordinary business man would merely | water-garden: ‘ Please do not infuriate the goldfish.” 
have said “ Yes,” but that is before they have got into| — 
their stride. Things are soon speeded up, and the move- | Answers to Correspondents. 
ment, when it begins, continues to the end in a breathless | “UNEMPLOYED.” It is difficult to advise you in the 
crescendo, What regard one has for this sort of thing| choice of a métier, but we believe that, since the 
must necessarily be sneaking, but few will start reading it| passing of the Workmen’s Compensation Act, Professors 
and retire before the finish. For me, who saw it through| of Neurasthenia have been making a lucrative thing of it. 
at one sitting, the least that I can say in common fairness} “Gatnant Litttr Wates.” No; the Welsh Disendow- 





is, that it is not so bad. | ment Bill will not affect Mr. Luoryp Grorer’s salary. 
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4 BrRNARD Partrince. 


ie a vast building (so old that its walls were grumbling to pieces) were gathered together a number of persons in 


the throes of bad temper and dismay. They were typical English men and English women, all as gloomy as | 


deans, whose one bond was that they hated the Insurance Bill; and they were met in the Hall of Discontent (for such 
it was) to protest against it. 

All of them, it must be wnderstood, approved of national insurance, and thought there was nothing better than 
that provision should be made by the State for the sick and infirm, and that some burden of personal obligation 
should fall upon the participanis in such a scheme, and upon their employers; but a'l were agreed that nothing 
could be more inept than the actual scheme which had been devised. Being thus agreed, they had assembled in this 
famous and much over-worked building in the best of bad tempers and were exchanging their grievances with 
every variety of animation tinged with fury and disgust. 

Here were doctors who saw their time so occupied in attending to the poor at a ruinous rate of pay that they 
would have no leisure to make both ends meet by securing adequate remuneration from the rich. Here were butlers 
who had each been for many years with some wealthy family, and, having themselves had every attention during that 
service whenever they were ill, were wholly unable to see why any servant should be so suspicious of his employer as 
to wish for any other guarantee against illness or old age than that employer’s affluence or good nature. Here were 
servant-girls whose one thought was the privation that would be caused to them by forfeiting threepence a week 
when in good health for any benefits that might accrue in the extremely problematical contingency of their being ill. 


Here were mistresses whose tongues clicked and ached in anticipation of the tedium and weariness of licking two or | 


three stamps a weck, and who keenly resented the notion of any State control of their domestic affairs. 

Here, too, were Members of Parliament, worn out with the exacting task of supporting the Bill at the 
beginning, attacking it in the middle, an:| voting for it at the end; and other Members of Parliament, whose 
abstinence from voting caused them equal misery. Here were patriots, up in arms against the introduction of 
an Inquisition made in Germany; Individualists who loathed the idea of being dragooned into the discharge of 
the common duties of humanity; and Statisticians who had satisfied themselves that the foundations of our national 
credit were irretrievably undermined by Georgian finance, And here, finally, were stalwart men of England 
whose arms were suffering from writer's cramp induced by signing petitions against the Bill. 

Such were some of the numerous company assembled in the Hall of Discontent, all brought thither by 
the enormities of the CHANCELLOR oF THE ExcHEqueR. But as a matter of fact, although their objections to the 
Bill were certainly as stated, these were by no means all. That there was an Insurance Bill at all was, it is true, a 
great offence; but as all men, save Mr. Berxarp Snaw, are illogical animals, there was still an even deeper cause of 
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complaint in the fact that, since it called itself a National Insurance Bill, it did not complete the programme and 
insure the nation against everything, and, in particular, against discontent. 
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“ For after all,” as one of the more brainy of the company said—probably a member of the staff of The Daily 


Mail, which had gone further than the other enemies of the Bill by collecting money to fight it—*for after all there 





is sickness of the mind as well as sickness of the body, and why doesn’t the Cuance.uor, if he is so jolly clever 
and embracive and benevolent, protect us also from that?” 


“ Exactly,” replied another ; “if it did that I would support it—as I have always supported the spirit at the 


back of it.” 


“Of course,” said a third; “ what I want is provision against low spirits.” 

« Depression,” said a fourth. 

“ That tired feeling,” said a fifth. 

“Want of interest in life,” said a sixth. 

« Joylessness,”’ said a seventh. 

“Pessimism in the pulpit,” said an eighth. 

“ Melancholia from loss of form at golf,” said a ninth. 

“ Grief at the departure of the Russian dancers,” said a tenth. 

How much longer this dismal chorus would have continued cannot be said, for at that moment the door 


opened, and through the Hall of Discontent ran a quickening impulse as though sunshine had burst through a 


bank of clouds. Everyone looked up to see who had brought about this change, and behold there was Mr. Punch 
with his face irradiated by smiles, and beside him his faithful Toby, harnessed to a toy waggon which bore a con- 
siderable load. 


“Good day to you all,” said the genial new-comer; “I am here, I fancy, just in time, judging by the remarks I 


caught as I was entering. So you want,” said he, “ not less insurance, but more. You can tolerate being looked after 


when you are ill, only if you are also looked after when you are in the dumps? Well, it is perfectly simple. Mr. Lioyp 


GrorcGe did not put it in his Bill because he left the matter to me. ‘I'll see to the sickness of the body,’ he said, ‘ if 
you, Mr. Punch, will see to the sickness of the mind.’ And we struck the bargain. He has given you his half, and 


| you don’t like it. Now take mine, 


” 


and so saying he turned to Toby’s waggon and lifted from it its burden. 
“You ask,” he went on, “for insurance against melancholy. 1 have it here in the mass. You can also 


have it in weekly instalments. It is not free; the deadly threepence again makes his horrid appearance; but it is 
| worth its weight in gold. Allow me, as a sample of the boon, to offer you my 


—- 


One Aundred and Forty-First Volume. 
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